TO  THE  CUSTOMERS:  STAY  PUT  WHERE  YOU  SAW  THE  FIRST  ACT.  THE  SECOND  WILL  BE  AROUND  AT  11.0(TO’CLOCK 
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Orchestra:  BILL  KERRIGAN  (Leader),  WALT  TRONIANKO,  K.  R.  VAN  WYCK,  BOB  CAVANAGH,  DICK  CAVANAGH,  JACK  HUNTER. 
Stage  Crew:  KEN  BINGHAM  (Manager),  SCOTT  MOSS,  BOB  GROSSKURT  H,  FRANK  MELVANIN,  RALPH  MclNTYRE,  DON  OLSON. 
Script:  BOB  FAIRFIELD,  BILL  NEALE,  DOUG  TIDY,  BOB  THOMS^i  ‘ ST(|^EN  LEACOCK.” 

COVERTURES,  ENTRE  ACTS,  FINALES,  NO  GOT  SOf/lE  OF  THESE.; 
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THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


THE  TOIKE  OIKE 

Devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  Under- 
graduates of  the  Faculty  of 
Applied  Science. 


Published  Every  Now  and  Then  by 
The  Engineering  Society  of  the 
University  of  Toronto. 


Editor F.  J.  Lysaght 

Assistant  Editor L.  J.  Lennon 

Sports  Editor R.  C.  Quittenton 

Feature  Editor D.  Drapkin 

Director  of  Publications 
and  Publicity W.  A.  Moeser 


EDITORIAL? 

There’ll  be  no  Editorial  this  time, 
Just  let  the  Editor  write  these  lines. 
He’s  not  responsible  at  all, 

For  any  term,  design  or  scrawl, 

Bear  this  in  mind  my  pretty  miss. 
That  if  there’s  anything  amiss 
The  man  responsible  for  the  sight 
Is  here  with  you  at  this  School-Nite. 

A harried  young  man  rushed  into  a 
barroom,  looking  furtively  around  him, 
and  whispered  to  the  bartender — ^“Give 
me  a drink — quick — before  the  trouble 
begins.” 

The  bartender  scurried  to  pour  out  the 
drink,  whictrThe~geiuieiirau  gulped  dowrr 
in  a swallow,  shoving  the  empty  glass 
back  and  hissing — “Another  one,  quick, 
before  the  trouble  begins.” 

The  bartender  hastily  obeyed  and 
when  he  had  watched  the  second  one 
disappear  he  could  no  longer  refrain 
from  inquiring  when  the  trouble  was 
to  begin. 

“It  begins  right  now,”  said  the 
stranger.  “I’ve  got  no  money  to  pay  for 
these  drinks.” 

* * * 

Warden — “So  you  think  your  safe 
now.  If  we  give  you  your  liberty,  will 
you  leave  liquor  and  women  alone?” 
Inmate — “I  sure  will.” 

Warden — “You’d  better  stay  here. 
You’re  still  crazy.” 

* >f:  ♦ 

Professor  (to  freshman  entering  class 
late) — “On  what  date  were  you  born, 
young  man?” 

Freshman — “On  April  2nd,  sir.” 
Professor — “Hum,  being  late  must  be 
a habit  with  you.” 

* * DC 

Alice  (to  late  returning  husband)  — 
“Is  that  you,  Al?” 

A1 — “It’d  better  be.” 

* * * 

“Darling,  I could  sit  here  and  do 
nothing  but  look  at  you  forever.” 

“Yeah,  that’s  what  I’m  beginning  to 
think,  too!” 


THE  NECKED  TRUTH 

I think  that  I shall  , never  see 
A girl  refuse  a meal  that’s  free 
A girl  whose  hungry  eyes  aren’t  fixed 
Upon  a coke  that’s  being  mixed. 

A girl  who  isn’t  prone  to  wear 
A lot  of  junk  stuck  in  her  hair. 

But  girls  are  loved  by.  fools  like  me 
For  who  the  heck  can  neck  a tree? 

*  *  * ♦ 

It  doesn’t  matter  how  watchful  and 
vigilant  a girl  is : if  a fellow  kisses,  her, 
its  ten  to  one  he’ll  do  it  right  under  her 
nose. 

* * ♦ 

Cutie  (in  department  store) — “Do  you 
have  notions  on  this  floor?” 

Floorwalker  (appraisingly)  — “Fre- 
quently, but  we  can’t  give  way  to  them 
during  business  hours.” 

<!  * * 

She  laughed  when  I sat  down  at  the 
piano;  but  when  I came  over  to  the 
divan,  she  got  scared  as  hell. 

♦ ♦ 

Remember  way  back  when  . . . wolves 
had  four  feet. 

if — ft — ^ 

“Well,  I think  I’ll  put  the  motion 
before  the  house,”  said  the  chorus  girl 
as  she  danced  out  onto  the  stage. 

* * * 

“Bob,  had  you  been  drinking  when  you 
came  home  last  night?” 

“That’s  just  like  a woman.  Just  be- 
cause I had  a little  difficulty  in  getting 
in,  because  I couldn’t  pronounce  a few 
words,  because  I took  off  my  clothes  in 
the  living  room,  and  wore  my  silk  hat  in 
bed,  you  rush  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
had  been  drinking.” 

* * * 

“What’s  the  matter  here?”  asked  the 
policeman  of  the  battered  man  lying  on 
the  sidewalk  outside  an  apartment  house. 

“Oh,  just  absent  mindedness,”  was  the 
reply. 

“What  are  you  talking  about?”  re- 
torted the  officer. 

“Well,  you  see  I live  on  the  fourth 
floor  of  this  building.  My  wife  and  I 
are  both  very  absent  minded.  I just 
came  down  from  a long  business  trip, 
and  my  wife  and  I were  at  the  dinner 
table  when  a step  sounded  in  the  hall 
and  someone  tried  the  door.  Well,  my 
wife  is  so  absent  minded  that  she  said — 
“Goodness,  here  comes  my  husband!” 
“And  I’m  so  absent  minded  that  I 
jumped  out  the  window.” 


“I  was  out  with  a drunk  the  other 
night  and  he  headed  right  for  a tele- 
phone pole.” 
f'The  dog.” 


Fugitive — “Quick!  Where  can  I 

hide?  The  police  are  after  me!” 

Office  Employee — “In  the  filing  cab- 
inet. Nobody  can  find  anything  there.” 


“As  I understand  the  case,”  said  his 
honor,  “you  and  your  husband  had  a 
drunken  altercation,  and  you  were  kicked 
in  the  ensuing  rumpus.” 

“No,  sah.  Judge,”  replied  Mandy,  “Ah 
was  kicked  in  de  stummick.” 


“John,  I’m  sure  I heard  a mouse 
squeak.” 

“Well,  do  you  want  me  to  get  up  and 
oil  it?” 


Sometimes  the  apple  of  a man’s  eye 
turns  out  to  be  a hot  potato. 


For  Sale — A violin,  by  a young 
in  good  condition,  except  for  a loose^Pf 
in  the  head. 

^ 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Lovelorn — “§^ix 
months  ago  I became  engaged 
young  man,  I found  he  had  a wc 
leg,  should  I break  it  off?” 


— :3^ix 


Jack  had  just  been  informed  by  his 
father  that  he  was  spending  twice  as 
much  money  at  college  as  he  should. 

“Son,”  remarked  the  father,  “I  know 
you’re  spending  it  on  whiskey  and 
women.  I don’t  mind  you  fooling  around 
with  one  of  these,  but  you  can’t  keep 
up  the  pace  with  both.  You’ve  got  to 
cut  one  of  them  out  absolutely.” 

“All  right.  Dad,  I’m  willing.  Which 
one  would  you  advise  me  to  cut  out?” 

The  old  man  thought  in  silence  for  a 
moment  and  then  said,  “Son,  you  can 
drink  all  the  whiskey  you  want  when 
you  get  old.” 

♦ * c 

Eightball— “What  fo’  dat  doctah 
cornin’  outa  yoah  house?” 

Blackout — “Ah  dunno  but  ah’s  gotta 
inkling.” 

* * 

The  jury  found  the  defendant  guilty 
of  burglary. 

“Have  you  anything  to  say  before  I 
sentence  you?”  asked  the  judge. 

“Only  that  I’m  not  guilty,”  replied 
the  defendant,  “and  that  I object  to  being 
identified  by  a fellow  who  had  his  head 
under  the  bed  covers,  all  the  time  I 
was  in  the  room.” 


THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


A doctor’s  telephone  rang  one  night, 
awakening  him  from  fitfull  slumber. 
It  was  one  of  his  regular  patients,  a 
man  in  a wild  state  of  alarm. 

“My  wife,  doctor,”  he  shouted.  “Its 
her  appendix.  You’d  better  come  around 
and  see  her  at  once.” 

The  doctor  sighed  and  told  the  man 
to  go , back  to  bed.  “Give  her  some 
bicarbonate  or  ginger  ale,  and  I’ll  look 
in  tomorrow,”  he  said.  “She  hasn’t  got 
appendiqitis.” 

The  husband  became  even  wilder,  in- 
sisting that  she  did  have  appendicitis. 

.“Well,  she  can’t  have!”  the  doctor 
shouted.  “I  took  her  appendix  out  three 
years  ago  and  I never  heard  of  anyone 
having  two  appendixes.” 

“Ever  hear  of  anybody  having  two 
wives?”  the  man  asked  bitterly. 


Customer — “I  wish  to  try  on  that 
dress  in  the  window.” 

Clerk: — “Sorry,  lady,  but  you’ll  have  to 
use  the  fitting  room.” 


For  the  fourth  time  the  corporation 
lawyer  conducting  the  cross-examination 
led  the  witness  to  the  accident. 

^|Kdu  say  that  after  the  street  car 
i^PId,  the  man  was  seen  lying  on  the 
ground  with  his  scalp  bleeding.  Did  the 

— c(rr -bit  him?”  

“Naw,”  exploded  the  exasperated  wit- 
nJ^“The  conductor  leaned  out  and  hit 
^^as  he  went  by.” 


Sambo  went  to  his  parson  one  day 
and  said,  “Pahson,  will  yo’  all  pray  fo’ 
my  floatin’  kidney  next  Sunday?” 

“Well,  Sambo,”  said  the  preacher,  “I’d 
be  glad  to  do  anything  for  you,  but  do 
you  think  that  that’s  a proper  thing  to 
pray  for  in  church?” 

“Well,  Pahson,  Ah  thought  you  prayed 
fo’  something  like  that  las’  Sunday. 
You  prayed  long  and  hard  fo’  de  loose 
livers.” 


Charlie — “Here’s  a ticket  to  the 
magician’s  show  to-night,  Connie.” 
Connie — “Thank  ye,  Charlie.” 

Charlie — “And  Connie,  dear,  when  he 
comes  to  that  trick  where  he  takes  a 
teaspoon  o’  flour  and  one  egg  and  makes 
20  emelettes  watch  very  closely.” 

♦ * * 

“There’s  only  one  thing  wrong' with 
me  blondie.  I’m  colour  blind.” 

“You  all  sho’  mus’  be  mistah.” 


Voice  over  telephone — “Is  Mike  Howe 
there?” 

Answer — “What  do  you  think  this  is, 
a stock  yards?” 


NOT  ELIGIBLE 

“Those  new  people  across  the  street 
seem  very  devoted,”  said  Mrs.  Jones 
wistfully  to  the  newspaper  which  hid 
her  husband.  A rustle  of  the  paper  was 
the  only  reply  she  got,  but  she  was  used 
to  that. 

“Every  time  he  goes  out  he  kisses  her 
and  he  goes  on  throwing  her  kisses  all 
the  way  down  the  street.  Edward,  why 
don’t  you  do  that?” 

“Me?”  snorted  Mr.  Jones.  “I  don’t 
even  know  her.” 


A young  lawyer  attended  the  funeral 
of  an  eminent  financier.  A friend  ar- 
rived at  the  funeral  a little  late,  took  a 
seat  beside  the  lawyer  and  whispers : 
“How  far  has  the  service  gone?”  The 
lawyer  nodded  toward  the  clergyman  in 
the  pulpit  and  whispered  back:  “Just 
opened  for  the  defense.” 


“She  is  a nicely  reared  girl,  isn’t  she  ?” 
“I  should  say  so.  Not  bad  from  the 
front  either.” 

* i|:  * 

Friend — “Which  of  your  works  of 
fiction  do  you  consider  best?” 

Author — “My  last  income  tax  return.” 


t:*- 


No  clergyman  being  present  at  a re- 
cent luncheon,  the  host  singled  out  a 
pious,  solemn  looking  man  in  a black 
coat  and  tie,  with  a religious  appearance 
and  asked  him  to  pronounce  a blessing. 
The  gentleman  after  being  addressed  put 
his  hand  to  his  ear  and  craned  forward 
intently.  “I  can  tell  you’re  talking  to 
me,  sir,”  he  said  loudly,  “but  I’m  so 
damn  deaf  I can’t : tell  what  in  hell 
you’re  saying.” 

* * * 

Two  small  boys  were  walking  down 
the  street  when  they  chanced  to  pass  a 
small  girl. 

One  of  the  boys  said — “Her  neck’s 
dirty.” 

The  other  boy  said — “Her  does?” 

* * * 

My  roommate  says  there  are  some 
things  a girl  shouldn’t  do  before  twenty. 

“Yeah,  I don’t  like  an  audience 
either.”. 

♦ * ♦ 

“Glad  to  see  you  getting  to  work  on 
time,  Ed.” 

“Yes,  sir.  It’s  the  parrot.” 

“Parrot?  I thought  I told  you  to  get 
an  alarm  clock.” 

“Well,  I did,  but  I got  used  to  it,  and 
slept  right  through.  So  I got  a parrot, 
and  hung  the  clock  over  his  cage,  what 
that  bird  says  when  the  alarm  goes  off 
would  wake  anybody.” 


He — “There’s  a certain  reason  why  I 
love  you.” 

She — “My  goodness!” 

He — “Don’t  be  ridiculous.” 


The  one — “Why  are  you  divorcing 
your  husband?” 

The  other — “The  other  night  he  was 
reading  the  paper,  and  I slipped  up  and 
kissed  him  on  his  bald  spot.” 

The  one — “Yes?” 

The  other — “And  he  said,  ‘quit  playing, 
honey,  and  get  out  those  letters  I dic- 
tated yesterday’.” 


Boss — “When  you  called  up  my  wife 
and  told  her  I would  be,^detained  at  the 
office  and  .would  not  be  home  until  very 
late,  what  did  she  say?” 

Steve — “She  said,  can  I depend  on 
that?” 

* * * 

“Is  my  face  dirty  or  is  it  my  imagina- 
tion?” 

“Your  face  is  clean,  I can’t  tell  about 
your  imagination.” 


She — “John,  dear,  I wouldn’t  let  any- 
one else  kiss  me  like  this.” 

■ He — “My'hSmeTsnT  John.” 


“Hello,  sweetheart,”  said  a masculine 
voice  over  the  telephone.  “This  is 
Gideon.” 

“This  is  a terrible  connection,” 
answered  the  treble  voice,  “Who  did  you 
say  it  was?” 

“Gideon!  GIDEON!” 

“What?” 

“Gideon.  G for  gin ; I for  ice ; D for 
drink;  E for  excess;  O for  orey-eyed; 
and  N for  necking.  Get  it?” 

“Well,  not  all  of  it,  but  anyhow,  come 
right  up.” 

♦ * * 

She — “Say,  it’s  past  midnight.  Do 
you  think  you  can  stay  here  all  night?” 
He — “Gosh,  I’ll  have  to  telephone 
Mother  first.” 


Teacher — “Does  your  father  pray 
Susie?” 

Susie — “Yes,  teacher.  When  we  sat 
down  to  supper  last  night  the  first  thing 
he  said  was,  ‘Good  Lord ! We’ve  got 
beans  again’.” 


Mr.,  Miss ; 
Meet,  Kiss. 
More  kisses ; 
Mr.,  Mrs. 
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SCHOOL  NITE  DIRECTORY 


WHO 

WHERE 

WHEN 

MORGAN  THOMAS 

BIG  GYM 

8:00 — 10:00  p.m. 
10:30 — 1:00  a.m. 

DANCE 

MODERNAIRES 

GREAT  HALL 

8:00 — 11:00  p.m. 
11:30—  1:00  a.m. 

MEL  HAMILL 

EAST  COMMON  ROOM 

9:00—11:00  p.m. 
11:30 — 1:00  a.m. 

TO 

FRED  EVIS 

DEBATES  ROOM 

9:00 — 10:00  p.m. 
10:15—12:00  p.m. 

THESE 

• 

HANNIGANS'  MOUNT'N'RS 
DANCING 

UPPER  GYM 

9:00 — 10:00  p.m. 
10:15—12:00  p.m. 

MUSIC  ROOM 

9:00 — 10:00  p.m. 
10:15—  1:00  a.m. 

ALL  NIGHT  RECORD  MEN 

ORDERLY  ROOM 

9:00—11:00  p.m. 
11:15—12:00  p.m. 

TANK  SHOW 

TANK 

9:10 — 9:30  p.m. 
10:35 — 10:55  p.m.  . 

DON’T 

MOVIES 
SURVEY  CAMP 
SKINNY  ENNIS'  BAND 

THEATRE 

8:20 — 8:50  p.m.  V 
9:10—  9:40  p.m. 
10:00—10:30  p.m. 
10:50—11:20  p.m. 

MISS 

MAGICIAN 

THEATRE 

8:50 — 9:05  p.m. 
9:40 — 9:55  p.m. 
10:30—10:45  p.m. 
11:20—11:35  p.m. 

THESE 

SKIT  ONE 

BIG  GYM 

10:00 — 10:30  p.m. 

GREAT  HALL 

11:00—11:30  p.m. 

SKIT  TWO 

GREAT  HALL 

10:00 — 10:30  p.m. 

BIG  GYM 

11:00—11:30  p.m. 

GAMES 

GROUND  FLOOR 
ATHLETIC  WING 

8>30~~  IzOO  ftcXQ* 

■'1 


